or entering very closely into our lives. But some do stand
out, for one reason or another, as I look back through the
years.
There was Ida Temple, a jovial Irishwoman who had
married an Englishman above her in station but gready her
inferior in heart and generosity. Not long after we met her
she was left a widow with three growing children and for
quite six years we always spent Christmas at her comfor-
table Victorian house in Datchet. We felt that something
we really valued had gone when she died suddenly. There
was Toupie Lowther, who had known and admired Ladye
and who used to visit us at Chip Chase. A strange creature
she was, a remarkable athlete who did fine work in the
First World War. But she was essentially a crank. A com-
pound of the very male and very feminine. She passed out
of our lives when John wrote The Well of Loneliness, and
we afterwards heard that she had resented the book as
challenging her claim to be the only invert in existence.
Later still, when she was growing very old, I was told that
she had moreover acquired the illusion that she had served
as a model for Stephen Gordon! She also is dead now,
peace be upon her . . . and doubtless has shed her illusions.
At Smallhythe, as I have said before, were Edy Craig,
Christopher St, John, Tony Atwood, and Olive Chaplin,
and many happy hours were spent with them, and we all
shared many light-hearted convivial meals, there and in
their London flat. Dodo Benson was also a neighbour, in
Rye, and so for a time was Francis Yeats-Brown, and
latterly there was Naomi Jacob at Sirmione, But any
attempt to evoke such memories quickly degenerates into
*a mere list of names, to which could be added so many
others in America, in France and particularly in Italy;
friends of whom we were genuinely fond, but nevertheless
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